OUT of the mire of sin and despair,
Out of the black abyss of the soul's dark night,
He guides us safe to His home.

Nought spares He Himself for our saving,
He bears the full brunt of the storm,
Dauntless He suffers the shame and the wounds.

0 Saviour, we cannot reward Thee,
No guerdon of praise can we bring,
We are shamefast and voiceless before Thee.

Only, our hearts exult at Thy presence,

Our Hero, our Saviour, our God,

Who art Soul of all worlds,

And the solace and Joy of these narrow hearts.
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